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and liked him; I feel dreadfully sorry for
him."

The delicate one adroitly changed the con-
versation and coffee came in, but Miss Stanley
said to me:

"I wish I had known him, there must have
been great good in him to win such friendship."

"Great charm in any case," I replied, "and
that's rarer among men than even goodness."

The first news that came to us from prison
was not altogether bad. He had broken down
and was in the infirmary, but was getting
better. The brave Stewart Headlam, who had
gone bail for him, had visited him, the Stewart
Headlam who was an English clergyman, and yet,
wonder of wonders, a Christian. A little later
one heard that Sherard had seen him, and brought
about a reconciliation with his wife. Mrs.
Wilde had been very good and had gone to the
prison and had no doubt comforted him. Much
to be hoped from all this.....

For months and months the situation In
South Africa took all my heart and mind.

In the first days of January, 1896, came the
Jameson Raid, and I sailed for South Africa.
I had work to do for The Saturday Review, ab-
sorbing work by day and night. In the summer
I was back in England, but the task of defend-
ing the Boer farmers grew more and more ardu-